The Legend of Princess Euphrosynia, God rest her turmoiled soul
and cleanse her from all sin, and bring her to the place where the Holy
Light abides eternally. The word of Euphrosynia as told by me,
Macarius, unworthy monk of St Sabba his abbey.

'In the days of Tzar Michael there dwelt in Moscow an illustrious
Boyarin, Stepan, Prince Martov, whose soul may rest upon the bosom
of the Saints. His dwelling was rich, and he had much substance, and
was esteemed among his friends, and feared by his enemies.

'And the mother of the Boyarin was an infidel, a Pole, who refused
to relinquish the Latin idolatry. The Boyarin came to the age of reason
and, moved by the spirit of wisdom, he banished his mother into the
country, where she lived in a humble manor house under the super-
vision of two pious Orthodox nuns.

'Now the Boyarin had one daughter baptized in the name of Euphro-
synia, and brought up in the tenets of our holy faith. Many words were
spoken in Moscow concerning the beauty of the maiden, but none had
ever seen her except the trusted acquaintance of her father's. The
maiden lived in her terem, its windows strictly latticed, and she
employed her time in prayer and needlework. In due time the good
Boyarin made it known that her dowry would be:

'The manor of Tishin,

'The manor of Gradost,

The manor of Pelotz,

'Five hundred souls, all under the age of fifty,

Twenty horses, five coaches, three chests of foreign linen, ten silver
cups, one small coffer of pearls and emeralds, a miraculous ikon of St
Sabba, also a suitable array of such clothing as a maiden of her station
would require.

'The maiden grew in stature, beauty, and piety. But it had been
better if she had a wart on each cheek or some such disfigurement,
because the hand of the Unclean One would then not have rested upon
her shoulder. Yet the Unclean One will choose for himself the most
beauteous fruits of the earth, as was well known of the ancients, and our
blessed fathers, Anthony and Sabba, were not tempted by harridans
with withered faces and pallid lips, but by splendidly arrayed damsels as
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